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Poetry 

Summer  Nights 

Alone  1 sit  under  the  dark  blanket  sky. 

The  crickets  softly  chirp  a sweet  rhythm  song. 

The  cool  air  flows  against  my  body, 
carrying  my  mind  to  all  corners  of  the  universe 
No  questions, 
no  answers, 
no  asking  why. 

Peace  of  mind, 
so  rare  to  catch 
comes  quickly  to  set. 

For  I am  not  lonely, 
only  peacefully  alone. 

Sue  Steigmeyer 


Paula  B.  Helfrich 


Morning  Sun 

It  pours  slowly  into 
the  darkened  void. 

Glowing  like  molten  gold, 
it  weaves  a path  through 
the  mists  of  night  — 

announcing  a new  day. 


Enlightened 

Shadows  at  my  dawning 
Varied  changes  in  the  hues  of  color 
in  my  heart 

Deepest  red 

now  gone  to  umber 
muddied  full 

with  sorrow’s  blue  and  vacant  trembling 
in  the  dark 

Carin  Wiseman 
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Step  Into  My  Heart 


B.  Casuall 


Confession 

Do  you  know  how  much  I love  you? 

Can  you  see  how  deep  is  my  care? 

Do  you  feel  how  much  I want  you? 

Before  you  I lay  my  soul  bare. 

Every  look  at  you  is  the  first  time. 

I’m  reborn:  young,  true,  free. 

Your  nearness  unfolds  the  rhyme. 

I'm  myself:  light  love  liberty. 

Lady  the  intensity  of  just  seeing  you. 
Sends  me,  en  flames  me,  heartens  me. 

Am  I just  a naive  young  man? 

No,  it ’s  true.  You  are  absolutely  heavenly. 

ignited  into  bold  selfless  valor, 
to  serve  you  royally, 
flamed  into  statesmanship, 
to  match  your  golden  beauty. 


My  heart  is  full  of  holes  today 
Leaking  feelings  into  tears 
That  spill  upon  this  paper 

With  memories  of  other  years. 

I want  to  write  the  feelings  out  — 

To  exorcise  the  pain 

But  the  words  stay  silent,  trapped  inside 
I can  only  cry  again. 

Maybe  someday,  when  the  holes  are  patched 
I’ll  write  of  my  love  for  you 
Of  my  sadness  when  I let  you  go 
Of  the  happy  times  we  knew. 

Till  then  Til  save  this  empty  page 
with  its  wet  spots  quickly  drying 
The  words  sealed  there  my  heart  will  read 
once  it  has  stopped  its  crying. 

Judy  Hess 


Edward  Happel 
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Frigidare 

/ opened  your  door  with  tenderness 
pulled  at  it  with  style 
Anticipating  all  the  while 
To  find  within  your  hold 
The  fruits  for  which  my  labor’s  sold 
Soothing  wine  to  quench  my  thirst 
Food  for  which  my  hunger  cursed 
Light  to  guide  my  hand  within 
Power  to  let  my  life  begin 
The  feast  1 sought 
The  one  I miss 

Only  to  find  cold  dark  emptiness 

Scott  Barnard 


Creek  Gods  — Roman  ones  too 

Mythological  creatures  encompass  you 

Startled  from  perception 

Agony  will  flee 

Danced  with  confusion 

Of  how  you  are  thee 

Triggers  the  force  within 

Captures  the  moment  you  can  win 

Dare  say  you  not  believe 

Seek  truth  and  perceive 

Know  thine  own  self  true 

Be  as  those  who  made  you 

Joan  Bingham 


To.  A.  L.  R.  (No.  7) 

You  make  me  shine 

when  the  sun  is  behind  the  clouds 
or  asleep  for  the  night. 

You  make  me  shine 

like  the  brightest  star 

that  glows  in  a sea  of  millions. 

You  make  me  shine 

with  the  flames  of  new  fire 
that  you  have  set  in  my  heart. 

Oh,  yes  — 

you  make  me  shine! 


Paula  B.  H elf rich 


once  conductor 

Frank,  the  craggy  skin-stretched  skull 
who  is  all  arms,  brain  veins, 
and  a bundle  of  ageless  nerves. 

A portrait  of  mine  own, 
most  eccentricklee. 

The  conductor,  in  50  years,  1 will  be. 

Timing  every  anthem, 
checking  off  every  item 
on  the  master  rehearsal  plan 
as  the  symphonic  chorale  of  6 
wonders. 

“ All  right,  now,  people,  you  see,  watch 
me,  up  here,  you  see,  for  the  phrasing  and 
dont’  taper  off . . .” 

The  flail  with  a powerful 

full  handed  tremolo 

and  the  necessary  delusions  to  proceed. 

And  still  rasping, 

50  years  from  now, 

at  the  4 altos,  1 bass 

and  one  experimenter, 

and  a young  eye  and  ear  at  the  keyboard. 

1 will  be  free,  you  see,  to  proceed. 

And  not  taper  off. 


Lee  Kesselman 


“Alone” 

Loneliness 

What  words  can  describe  it? 
None. 

The  cigarettes 
The  alcohol 
All  are  a part  of 
I wish  for  one 
Some  that  I know 
Just  some  talk, 

Some  idle  gibberish 
with  a friend. 

They  certainly  are 

few. 

To  relate  to  someone 
out  of  the  past, 

To  rehash  some  long 
forgotten  event  over  and  over. 
Loneliness 
A harbinger  of  pain, 
of  sorrow 
of  want. 


The  Coward 


This  man, 

his  mercenary  soul 
Afraid  to  give  of  love 

for  fear,  of  being  trapped. 
For  Fear 
Of  Fear 
By  Fear 

is  he  entombed, 
impenetrable 

And  after  all,  is  conquered. 

inconsolable. 

1 will  cry  forever. 

Carin  Wiseman 


risk  it 

walking  through  A hallways 
is  a flowering  trip  of  triumph 
suburban  lovelies  and  young  heroes 
gathered  in  common  passage 
graduating  to  higher  class 
touching  eyes 
unbearable  tease 

I know  that  person  from  somewhere. 

under,  over,  around  and  through  A hallways 

a sense  of  quality  education 

with  modern  motivation 

sex,  drugs,  and  rocknroll,  of  course  but 

love  and  political  awareness  much  more  so 

wanting  to  talk  to  you,  smile 

going  to  give  you  a degree 

make  you  royally  high 

let  you  free. 

stepping  through  A hallways 
is  a solemn  trip  of  meaning 
here  we  are,  CD,  1982 
a place  and  time  of  triumph 

moving  on,  partying  down,  singing  love  song  eternal 

on  the  rise,  in  the  work,  giving  strength  magnified 

yea,  last  night  was  so  fine 

yea,  good  to  see  you  today 

yea,  we  will  do  it  again  tomorrow. 


J.  Reed  Anderson 


Youth 

we  all  ha  ve  dreams 
of  saving  the  world, 
we  all  have  hopes 
of  higher  heights, 
we  all  have  strength 
of  new  age  unity, 
we  all  have  love 
to  share  for  ever, 
we  all  have  the  power 
to  let  everyone  see  true, 
for  when  you  are  young 
life  is  eternal  adventure. 

Edward  Happel 


Steven  R.  Jones 


Pastry 
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Roll  the  sour  cream  of  history 
into  the  flour  of  my  own  life. 
Untidy  log  of  preserves; 
slice  against  the  grain 
like  the  log  bark 
of  Family’s  tree. 

Lee  Kesselman 


Haiku  In  4/4. 

Seventeen  syllables. 

Can  1 say  anything  worthwhile? 
I doubt  it. 


Sing  praise  to  the  power  of  coffee! 

That  oh-so-refreshing  drink, 

That  clears  early  morning  cobwebs. 
Enabling  the  mind  to  think. 

Were  it  not  for  this  wonderful  beverage 
How  tired,  how  droopy  I’d  be. 

It  gives  a dependable  leverage 

’Gainst  the  sluggishness  plaguing  me. 

A daily  excuse  for  a work-break, 
and  the  donuts  we  all  consume 

This  medium  for  friendship  and  gossip 
adds  warm  fragrance  to  any  room. 


Staccato  profundity 
Or  spastic  pretension  ? 

Who  gives  a damn? 

Let  ’.s'  give  it  a shot. 

Try  to  fill  up  the  void. 

I 'm  ready  if  you  are. 

“The  girl  smiled  and  handed  me  a weasel  sandwich. 
‘“Haiku.  ’ 

“‘You’re  welcome.’” 

by  Tammy  Wyenott 


So,  sing  out  the  glories  of  coffee! 

Let  your  pancreas  do  what  it  may  — 

There ’s  no  better  swill,  say  what  you  will 
to  help  me  through  the  day. 

Judy  Hess 


Essay 

Reflections 


Good  Bye 

There  I stood  in  my  white  uniform,  trying  to  retain  all  the 
knowledge  1 had  learned  from  one  year  of  college.  A young  man 
of  thirty-two  was  lying  on  the  examining  table  tightly  gripping  my 
hand.  1 told  him  everything  was  going  to  be  alright,  as  I wanted  it 
to  be  with  all  my  heart,  but  mentally  I could  already  foresee  what 
was  to  come. 

He  kept  gripping  my  hand  tighter  and  telling  me  about  the 
awful  pain  in  his  chest  and  in  his  left  arm.  He  wanted  to  know 
what  was  happening.  Did  I know?  Yes,  I knew,  but  instead  of 
saying  anything  I just  stood  there,  just  feeling  helpless.  For  I 
didn’t  want  to  believe  what  was  happening,  he  was  too  young. 

I found  his  hand  growing  sweaty  in  mine,  as  I closed  my  eyes 
and  gritted  my  teeth  and  prayed  to  God  not  to  let  this  man  die. 
Thoughts  dashed  quickly  through  my  mind,  as  tears  swelled  in 
my  eyes,  and  my  heart  felt  as  if  it  was  being  torn  from  my  chest, 
when  1 felt  that  his  last  grip  on  life  slowly  loosen  in  my  hand. 
Limply,  his  hand  fell  to  his  side,  never  to  move  again. 

by  Sue  Steigmeyer 


The  Battle  of  an  Endless  Night 

It  was  the  anger  that  caused  the  storm.  Am  I learned  or  am  I 
beat?  Have  the  words  that  have  been  read  over  and  over  finally 
come  to  rest  in  my  head?  Do  my  eyes  grow  tired  when  a blow  is 
delivered?  Yes,  yes,  the  anger  is  gone  and  so  is  the  sorrow,  emp- 
tiness should  surely  prevail.  And  alas,  many  times  it  does  and  my 
sight  grows  dim  and  the  night  goes  on  forever  without  dreams 
and  the  days  turn  endless.  Yes,  a thousand  times  yes;  onward  I do 
travel  these  misfortunate  roads  forever  having  to  feel  the  likes  of 
my  unworthy  feet  on  their  trails.  Am  I happy  by  just  telling 
myself  over  and  over  to  be  happy?  Is  this  the  only  inner  strength  I 
am  to  feel?  For  this  is  surely  all  I am  doing.  Yes,  I learn,  I feel 
emptiness  inside  so  I fill  it  with  joy.  But  what  of  joy.  Is  there  not 
a greater  joy  to  feel?  The  voices  tell  me  that  ye  who  looketh  for 
darkness  shall  see  only  darkness  and  yet  how  do  I shut  out  the 
echoes  from  the  walls  of  my  soul  as  they  resound  in  their  self- 
made  darkness?  1 feel  as  a fool  does,  tossed  about  by  a displeased 
village.  I smile  when  slapped  by  fate,  I walk  with  fire  ’neath  my 
feet.  1 pace  restlessly  in  the  wake  of  a sleeping  city,  unnoticed  by 
those  who  know  me.  I am  lost  in  my  room  yet  I know  the  city 
well.  To  wait  is  to  not  think  about  the  waiting.  Is  it  not  seek  and 
ye  shall  find?  Ask  and  shouldn’t  we  be  told?  But  I know  the 
stillness  that  surrounds  me  is  only  broken  by  my  voice  alone.  “Oh 
pity  not  this  one  who  dares  to  ask  questions,  for  he  is  but  a fool.’’ 

by  Thomas  L.  Michaels 


Like  the  constant  flow  of  a river,  the  hands  of  time  con- 
tinually turn.  Time  is  always  changing  and  aging  our  world,  just 
as  a river  erodes  and  changes  its  banks.  Like  a leaf  trapped  in  a 
whirlpool,  man  is  trapped  in  time.  Some  men  speak  of  thecurrem 
being  too  swift,  while  others  just  as  sadly  proclaim  it  too  slow. 
The  man  who  accepts  fate  can  change  in  harmony  with  time;  for 
time,  like  water,  is  both  life-giving,  and  life-taking.  Man  must 
learn  to  gracefully  flow  with  time.  The  true  test  of  this  comes 
when  there  is  so  little  of  what  used  to  be  plentiful.  Please  take 
your  last  drop  of  life  just  as  you  gulp  your  youth.  Step  aside  and 
let  it  all  be.  Y our  river  is  gone  now,  and  so  are  you. 


Like  a river  flowing  on  and  on,  the  hands  of  time  continually 
turn  without  any  apparent  difference  between  day  and  night.  You 
are  constantly  challenged  day  and  night.  There  are  people  born, 
and  people  dying  both  day  and  night.  We  look  the  same  day  or 
night.  Our  personalities  are  similar  no  matter  what  half  of  the 
chronological  sphere  we  are  in.  Surely  some  live  by  day  and  some 
by  night.  One  can  play  hockey,  football,  baseball,  and  an  array 
of  other  sports  during  the  day  or  night.  Sleep  in  the  day?  Why  nol 
then  sleep  in  the  night?  What  is  it  that  separates  them  so?  Could  it 
be  the  simplicity  of  sun  and  moon?  Is  the  darkness  evil  and 
sunlight  good?  Why  would  you  say, “Who  is  there?”,  with  fright 
in  your  voice  at  three  am  and  blindly  open  the  door  for  a 
midafternoon  delivery.  There  is  most  definitely  a difference  be- 
tween night  and  day.  The  darkness,  looms  in  every  corner  just 
waiting  to  swallow  up  the  day.  The  night  is  for  doing  those  things 
you  wish  not  to  be  caught  for.  Who,  I ask  you,  in  his  right  mind 
would  steal  a car  battery  in  broad  daylight?  The  night  is  a time 
for  doubt  and  superstition.  A time  to  cuddle  and  hold,  to  lock 
and  look.  The  night  hides  and  for  this  we  do  not  trust  it.  The  day, 
however,  tells  all  and  we  believe  it.  Until  our  liberation  at  dawn, 
the  night  holds  all  of  us  captive  in  chains  made  of  our  own  fear. 


Upon  awakening,  I was  startled,  for  I found  myself  in 
another  world.  The  only  clue  as  to  the  time  of  day  was  the  morn- 
ing haze,  still  suspended  above  the  tree  tops.  Then  1 became 
aware  that  I was  the  only  witness  to  a slow  battle,  the  battle  be- 
tween man  and  nature. 

Nature  is  desperately  trying  to  overcome  the  ruthless  destruc- 
tion of  man.  Here  and  there  were  treeless  voids,  like  blackholesof 
eternity.  Nature’s  own  lookouts  were  chattering  in  a code  not 
meant  for  my  comprehension.  The  leaves  signaled  by  flashing 
their  different  sides  in  a spectacular  pattern.  The  warm  sun  and 
cool  breeze  were  at  intense  conflict.  They  seem  to  have  held  the 
confrontation  in  limbo.  The  branches  were  stepping  from  side  to 
side  in  perfect  unison,  like  a thousand  marching  soldiers.  Trees 
were  firing  off  their  cannons  of  red,  orange  and  brown,  as  ah 
vegetation  sent  out  its  bombs  of  seed  to  earth,  with  a smell  so 
sweet  and  righteous.  The  commander-in-chief  directing  it  all,  seat 
one  last  message,  “Its  time  for  a rest.”  The  old  men  squeak  and 
crack  as  they  stretch  out  for  another  winter,  while  a monarch 
takes  one  last  joyful  flutter.  He  is  confused  for  his  time  has  come 
Soon  the  proud,  majestic  oaks  and  their  brothers,  the  birch  and 
maples  will  be  stripped  naked.  Here  so  close  and  yet  so  remote. ' 
am  completely  severed  from  other  men.  I must  step  back,  for  ml 


Language 

by  Carla  Bergstedt 

Greetings  Fellow  T ruth  Seeker: 

It  has  come  to  my  attention  that  the  English  language  has 
transgressed  beyond  the  bounds  of  understanding.  The  tragic  ef- 
fects of  losing  this  communication  tool  — among  thinking  men 
— are  unclear,  but  it  is  clear  that  its  perversion  must  cease  or  the 
language  must  be  terminated. 

It  may  seem  ludicrous  to  attempt  to  explain  the  perversion 
with  the  perversion,  but  this  is  done  in  order  to  demonstrate  the 
full  extent  of  the  languages  abuse.  The  salutation  above  was  writ- 
ten without  the  aid  of  a dictionary.  (All  other  key  words  were 
found  in  THE  RANDOM  HOUSE  DICTIONARY  of  THE 
ENGLISH  LANGUAGE.)  The  words  used  within  the  salutation 
were  derived  from  my  own  understanding.  Here  is,  in  effect, 
what  I said  to  vou: 

Greeting(s)  (gre’tingz),  n.,  1.  The  act  or  words  of  one 
who  greets.  2.  a friendly  message  from  someone  who  is 
absent:  “To  bring  a greeting  from  a friend  in  another 
country.”  3.  greetings,  an  expression  of  friendly  or 
respectful  regard:  “Send  greetings  from  me  to  all  your 
family.”  “On  the  glass  was  etched,  “Greetings  from 
Long  Branch  New  Jersy”. 

fellow  (fel’o),  n.l.  a man  or  boy:  “A  fine,  old  fellow;  a 
nice,  little  fellow.”  2.  INFORMAL,  beau;  suitor: 
“Mary  had  her  fellow  over  to  meet  her  folks.”  3.  IN- 
FORMAL. person;  one:  “They  don’t  treat  a fellow  very 
nice  around  here.”  4.  a person  of  small  worth  or  no 
esteem.  5.  a companion:  “The  doctor  conferred  with  his 
fellows.”  “They  have  been  fellows  since  childhood.”  6. 
one  of  a pair;  mate;  match:  “a  shoe  without  his 
fellow.”  7.  Educ.  a.  a graduate  is  granted  for  special 
study,  b.  Brit,  an  incorporated  member  of  a college,  en- 
titled to  certain  privileges,  c.  a member  of  the  corpora- 
tion or  board  of  trustees  of  certain  universities  or  col- 
leges. 8.  - a member  of  any  of  certain  learned  societies: 

“A  fellow  of  the  British  Academy.”  9.  OBS.  a partner  a 
partner  — v.t.  10.  to  make  or  represent  as  an  equal  with 
another.  1 1 . ARCHAIC,  to  produce  a fellow  to;  match 
— adj.  12.  belonging  to  the  same  class  or  group;  the 
same  condition;  “Fellow  sufferers”  “fellow  students”. 

truth  (trooth),  n.,  1.  true  or  actual  state  of  a matter: 

“He  tried  to  find  out  the  truth  of  a matter.”  2.  con- 
formity with  fact  or  reality;  verity;  “The  able  fact,  pro- 
position, principle,  or  the  like:  Mathematical  truths”.  4. 
a state  or  character  of  being  true.  5.  actuality  or  actual 
state  of  character  of  being  true,  existence.  6.  existence; 
“The  basic  truths  of  life.”  7.  agreement  with  a standard 
or  original.  8.  honesty;  fact;  truism;  latitude.  9.  ac- 
curacy, as  of  position  or  adjustment.  10.  ARCHAIC 
fidelity  or  constancy.  1 1 . in  truth,  in  reality;  in  fact;  ac- 
tuality; “In  truth  moral  decay  hastened  the  decline  of 
the  Roman  Empire.”. 

seeker  (se’ker),  n.  1.  one  who  or  that  which  seeks.  2. 
ROCKETRY,  a.  a device  in  a missile  which  locates  a 
target  by  sending  some  characteristic  of  the  target,  as 
heat  emission,  b.  a missile  equipped  with  such  a device. 

After  reading  these  definitions  I became  confused  as  to  what 
1 originally  intended  to  say  to  you.  I believe  I meant  definitions 
three,  five,  six  and  one,  but  I could  have  meant  definitions  two, 
four,  one  and  one  as  well.  Or  maybe  definitions  one,  three,  three 
and  two? 

Since  I have  become  aware  of  the  problem,  1 have  been  try- 
ing, in  effect,  to  “clean  up  my  own  act”  (cliche’).  Two  words  I 
use  quite  frequently  are  further  examples  of  my  own  perversion 
of  the  language.  The  words  are  “screw  you”.  Because  of  the  two 
words  apparent  change  in  meaning  over  the  years,  I have  tried  to 
Put  “screw  you”  in  perspective  by  instead  saying,  “intercourse 
you”.  By  using  these  words  (intercourse  you)  I have  given  people 
the  impression  that  I have  a dirty  mind.  It  seems  they  believe  that 
“screw  you”,  (which  means  the  same  thing  as  intercourse  you”) 
is  merely  a statement  of  displeasure,  whereas  “intercourse  you” 
'is  an  admission  of  a “one  track  mind”  (cliche’). 

In  light  of  my  discovery  of  the  language’s  perversion,  1 
decided  to  bring  up  the  problem  at  a board  meeting  of  the  Mar- 
shalls of  the  Arts.  The  Marshalls  of  the  Arts  are,  if  you 
tcmember,  an  organization  dedicated  to  the  renovation,  restora- 
hon  and  refinement  of  the  Arts.  What  they  do  is  set  up  rules  and 
regulations  for  the  populace  to  follow. 

Two  weeks  ago  I brought  up  the  problem  at  one  of  their 
Meetings.  Since  I knew  I would  have  difficulty  getting  learned 
Wen  to  admit  such  a problem  with  the  language  that  made  them 
famous,  I took  down  everything  they  discussed.  Then  with  dic- 
tionary, thesauru.s,  and  pocket  .computer  in  hand,  1,  promptly,  jip- 
■tetLanan  everythin,*  they  said  
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“Persons,”  I said  when  the  Marshall  allowed  me  to  speak, 
"do  we  have  any  LOVERS  among  us?”  (1  said  this,  oh  fellow 
truth  seeker,  merely  to  get  their  attention.  1 don’t  have  a one 
track  mind  — honestly  1 don’t.) 

William  Lover,  desendent  of  Samuel  Lover,  the  Irish  artist, 
asked  me  what  I required  of  him.  (This  was  the  one  and  only  cor- 
rect language  reply.) 

The  other  said  “yes”  or  “no”  — according  to  their  own 
hang-ups.  1 turned  to  a perfectly  grisly  man,  one  of  the  Marshall 
Order,  and  asked  him  as  naively  as  I could,  “What  is  a lover?” 

The  man  took  off  a flower  he  had  on  his  T-shirt,  (which  had 
printed  on  it,  incidently;  Help  Stamp  Out  Children)  and  said, 
“Find  out  tonight.” 

The  dictionary  has  no  definition  for  lover  in  the  physical 
sense. 

So,  I said,  “Do  you  mean  we  will  discuss  it  tonight?” 

“No.”  he  said.  (The  man  was  definitely  not  a prude  — I 
could  take  him  to  the  limit.) 

“What  do  you  mean?”  1 said. 

“Sex,  physical  performance  — primarily  good  — that  is 
what  makes  a lover,”  he  said. 

That  is  what  I wanted  to  hear.  I got  up  out  of  my  chair  and 
sat  on  the  table.  I methodically  removed  my  shoes  and  exposed 
my  bare  tootsies  to  prove  a point. 

“You,  my  fellow  idiot,  have  misused  the  English  language. 

Y ou  who  sit  here  at  this  meeting  have  been  placed  here  because  of 
your  unique  “insights”  and  you  have  one  here  among  us,  as  we 
have  just  seen,  who  cannot  accurately  use  his  own  language. 
“What  will  you  do?”,  I inquired. 

“Depose  him,”  they  said. 

“Depose  him?",  1 said,  “Why  stop  at  that?  Why  not  kill 
him?  Why  not  kill  all  of  us  since  we  are  all  guilty?” 

I showed  them  their  misuses  of  the  language  that  they, 
themselves,  had  committed  in  the  course  of  the  night.  (Which  in- 
cluded, among  other  things,  six  meaningless  words,  thirty-two 
cliche’s  and  ten  redundancies.) 

“But,”  I said,  my  bare  tootsies  all  a flutter,  “since  killing 
people  would  be  useless,  why  not  terminate  the  language?” 

“Terminate  the  language?”  said  a young,  intellectual, 
genius,  “How  would  we  communicate?” 

1 crawled  across  the  table  and  gave  him  a hug.  I thought  very 
hard,  “mental  telepaphy”,  but  he  could  not  read  my  mind.  I 
could  read  his  though.  He  was  thinking,  “Why  is  this  person  hug- 
ging me?” 

“Mental  telepaphy,”  1 said.  “1  am  hugging  you  so  it  will  be 
easier  for  you  to  read  my  mind.” 

The  young,  intellectual  genius  became  very  uncomfortable. 

He  said,  “But  language  is  so  much  more  expressive!” 

But  he  was  thinking,  “Reading  people's  minds  could  be  very 
dangerous.  (Not  all  his  thoughts  were  the  concerns  of  genius' 
alone.) 

“Don’t  worry,”  I whispered  in  his  ear,  “we  ali  think  ‘off  the 
wall’  (cliche’)  occasionally.” 

The  young  intellectual  genius  removed  himself  from  me  en- 
tirely. 

I put  my  hand  on  the  table  and  read  all  the  other  Marshalls’ 
thoughts. 

The  other  Marshalls  agreed  with  the  young,  intellectual, 
genius  — with  variations  — according  to  their  own  hang-ups. 

At  this  point  the  General  of  the  Arts  spoke  up. 

“I  see  the  point  and  the  problem  and  I agree  something  must 
be  done  about  the  language’s  abuse.  But  mental  telepaphy  is  not 
the  answer.  We,  as  representatives  of  the  artistic  community, 
must  set  up  guidelines  for  the  populace  and  ourselves. 

Everyone  was  relieved.  They  applauded  him  for  five 
minutes. 

These,  my  friend  and  fellow  truth  seeker,  are  the  guidelines 
the  Marshalls  wrote  up: 

1 . Anyone  seen  or  heard  writing  or  saying  a cliche’  will 
not  be  shot  immediately. 

2.  Anyone  caught  mis-using  a word  will  be  shot  im- 
mediately. 

3.  Anyone  who  is  caught  without  a dictionary  in 
his/her  possession  will  have  to  take  English  101 . 

4.  Any  discrepancies  about  the  meaning  of  words  will 
be  discussed  in  court.  (A  new  court  — English  Abuse 
with  twelve  dictionaries  as  jurors). 

5.  Anyone  suspected  of  using  mental  telepaphy  will  be 
banned  from  society. 

At  the  end  of  the  meeting,  the  General  of  the  Arts  asked  if 
anyone  had  an  idea  for  the  topic  of  the  next  board  meeting. 

Everyone  was  speechless. 

I put  my  shoes  back  on. 

Well,  fellow  truth  seeker,  I am  now  in  prison.  1 like  it  here  a 
lot  though.  I read,  1 write,  I study.  And,  oh  yes,  the  board 
members  bought  me  a dictionary. 

Sincerely: 
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Music  As  Thought 


by  Dave  Kaczynski 

Scarcely  any  student  of  music  will  deny  that  Beethoven  is  the 
most  cerebral  of  composers,  the  most  philosophical,  even  if  all  ef- 
forts to  explicate  his  thinking  thus  far  have  resorted  to  feeble 
cliches,  hollow  and  unsatisfying,  because  inadequate.  The  pro- 
blem remains:  what  is  the  nature  of  a musical  thought?  In  what 
sense  is  art,  per  se,  philosophical  in  its  nature?  — In  one  sense,  at 
least,  that  it  aims  toward  a radical  disclosure  of  the  world.  So  far 
as  the  intention  of  an  art-work  is  radical,  which  is  to  say,  so  far  as 
it  endeavors  to  give  voice  to  the  world,  we  err  badly  as  soon  as  we 
aim  to  shape  our  understanding  according  to  references  or 
statements.  It  would  be  a mistake  to  assert  the  philosophical 
substance  of  Beethoven,  for  instance,  by  erecting  asses-bridges  to 
"faith,”  “courage,”  “freedom,”  “joy,”  “affirmation,”  or  any 
other  such  platitudes.  Rather,  it  is  most  fitting  to  let  the  work 
speak  for  itself.  But  this  is  not  to  say  we  must  only  respond  emo- 
tionally. For  in  order  to  hear  anything  at  all,  much  less  the  truth, 
we  must  first  become  acquainted  with  the  manner  in  which  the 
work  speaks.  So  the  priority  of  a single  question  is  established: 
what  is  the  nature  of  a musical  thought?  As  the  purest  and 
strongest  musical  thinker,  Beethoven  above  all  others  may  be  able 
to  provide  us  with  some  clue  to  thinking  through  this  mystery. 

But  we  have  set  our  question  already  within  the  framework 
of  an  assumption:  that  the  essence  of  art,  from  which  music 
derives,  aims  toward  a radical  disclosure  of  the  world.  This 
assumption  derives  inescapably  from  the  accessibility  of  art- 
works. Speaking  at  once  determines  and  invokes  a world.  Speak- 
ing, of  its  essence,  (as  opposed  to  statements  and  references, 
which  merely  inhere  within  a determination  already  spoken), 
asserts  the  world  as  an  issue.  The  accessibility  of  an  art-work 
gathers  the  work  into  our  world.  Conversely,  our  appropriation 
of  an  art-work  for  the  purposes  of  thought  answers  an  appeal 
which  the  work  has  spoken  to  us  to  enter  into  its  world.  Such  pure 
reciprocity  as  this  alone  constitutes  a world  adequate  to  our  rich 
experience,  unconstrained  by  any  parochial  views.  Modern 
science  and  sociology,  for  instance,  shape  history  according  to 
their  own  rather  narrow  devices.  On  the  other  hand,  as  soon  as 
we  listen  to  Homer  speaking,  providing  we  listen  according  to  the 
manner  in  which  the  speaking  develops  itself,  a world  arises  to  ac- 
count for  the  artist’s  being  able  to  speak  to  us  at  all.  Nothing  can 
account  for  this  ability  but  a world  which  responds  to  Homer’s 
speaking  as  an  invocation  of  itself.  Any  other  understanding  of 
the  world  only  conceals  the  truth  of  the  work.  Given  this  exalted 
significance  ascribed  to  art,  it  is  not  surprising  that  art-works 
alone  pass  unblemished  through  history,  inexhaustible  and  perti- 
nent to  every  age. 


So  in  order  to  hear  Beethoven’s  ideas,  we  must  first 
acknowledge  that  he  dwells  within  the  same  place  as  other  artists, 
and  discloses  the  same  world.  Since  this  is  a world  comprehen- 
ding history,  we  must  infer  that  the  place  where  artists  dwell  is 
eternal.  If  we  notice  that  Beethoven  occupies  a place  in  the 
developmental  history  of  music,  the  observation  is  no  doubt 
jnusicologically  accurate,  yet  much  less  helping  us  to  hear 
Beethoven  speak  it  actually  distracts  us  from  the  significance  of 
die  artist  as  a significance  derived  from  eternity.  We  have  no  pro- 
gress  in  art  comparable  to  progress  in  the  sciences.  Whereas  today 
a gifted  schoolboy  may  surpass  Galileo,  the  beauty  of  an  Athe- 
man  tragedy,  for  instance,  remains  the  effulgence  of  an  enduring 
mystery.  Artists  succeeding  the  Greeks  through  history  were 
neither  better  nor  more  comprehensive  as  artists. 


So  Beethoven  as  artist  speaks  an  invocation  of  the  world, 
ne  world  speaks  to  us  through  Beethoven.  Yet  Beethoven,  the 
acknowledged  master,  is  not  just  any  artist.  Moreover,  the  body 
0 his  work  displays,  as  obvious,  development  toward  what  is 
^unessentially  artistic,  also  toward  what  is  most  cerebral.  In 
rebospect  of  the  late  quartets  and  piano  sonatas,  earlier  works 
assume  the  character  of  a pointer.  As  we  inquire  into  the  nature 
musical  thought,  we  come  face  to  face  with  a life-work  which 


evolves 


as  a process  of  thought.  It  is  evidently  the  thought  which 


( akes  the  artist  a master.  We  are  also  keeping  in  mind  that  ar- 
'c  thought  is  what  constitutes  the  world,  and  in  so  doing 
aiablishes  the  eternity  where  artists  dwell  together. 


But  somehow  the  word  “master,”  though  familiar  enough, 
“St  give  us  pause.  Mastery  typically  suggests  domination:  the 
>ce  of  command.  Yet  we  have  already  seen  that  artists  disclose 
e world  by  a process  of  invocation.  An  invocation  is  a kind  of 
trayer,  and  prayer  suggests  rather  an  attitude  of  humility.  How 
a“  one  who  beseeches  the  world  to  appear  also  command  it  to  do 
Artists  are  often  described  as  creators,  but  what  is  creation  if 
the  quintessential  function  of  the  gods?  Then  who  or  what 
' ^e  artist  beseech,  and  to  what  end? 


In  that  we  have  surmised  the  nature  of  musical  thought  is 
identical,  in  essence,  to  the  nature  of  artistic  thought  per  se,  it 
may  prove  helpful  to  draw  comparisons  between  Beethoven  and 
one  of  his  peers  in  another  field  of  art.  We  would  need  to  seek 
for  this  purpose,  a master-artist  who  is  equally  the  quintessential 
thinker.  Who  else,  then,  but  Shakespeare  is  comparable  to 
Beethoven?  The  resemblance  between  these  two  great  artists  is 
striking,  for  together  they  mark  one  epoch  in  art’s  self-revelation- 
the  decisive  emergence  of  art  from  aesthetic  craftwork  to 
thought.  No  longer,  after  Shakespeare  and  Beethoven,  can  we 
conceive  of  art  and  thought  as  independent  approaches  to  truth. 
This  is  not  to  say  there  were  no  true  artists  before  Shakespeare 
Only  that  our  sensibility  is  indebted  to  Shakespeare  for  our 
discovery  of  his  predecessors.  And  here,  too,  we  discover  the  hid- 
den meaning  of  the  word  “master”:  one  who  establishes  com- 
mand by  virtue  of  asserting  his  freedom.  But  “freedom”  is  a 
word  we  must  take  up  considerately.  It  does  not  mean  in  this  case 
a defiance  of  rules  and  conventions,  nor  even  an  elevation  of  the 
ego  above  its  surroundings.  Beethoven,  the  supposed  rebel,  for 
instance,  was  much  indebted  to  his  predecessors,  and  consciously 
so.  Freedom  may  mean  the  ability  to  think.  Or,  remembering  the 
kinship  between  art  and  truth,  it  may  consist  in  acknowledging 
that  when  man  loses  art  he  has  to  start  lying  to  himself.  Of 
Beethoven  and  Shakespeare  we  can  at  least  assert  that  their 
freedom  as  artists  arose  from  discovering  the  inner  element  of  art 
and  answering  to  all  of  its  essentials.  And  the  process  by  which 
they  answered  essentials  was  thought. 

But  nor  can  we  ignore  a suggestion  of  challenge  and 
recklessness.  A vying  with  the  gods.  If  Shakespeare  portrayed  the 
artist  classically  as  Prospero,  he  also  did  so  romantically  as 
Hamlet,  and  the  latter  portrayal  is  clearly  the  more  developed. 
Prospero  is  a master  of  a world  within  the  world.  Prospero’s 
classical  world  is  bounded  within  the  world,  whereas  Hamlet’s 
nutshell  debouches  upon  infinite  space.  Prospero’s  world  is  a 
dream,  whereas  Hamlet’s  dream  is  a world,  ever  mindful  of  the 
world  as  world:  “There  are  more  things  in  Heaven  and  Earth, 
Horatio,  than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy.”  Curiously, 
perhaps,  Hamlet’s  freedom  and  fatality  are  one,  and  derive  from 
his  living  out  the  ramifications  of  this  thought. 

It  is  with  similar  fascination  and  consternation  that  we 
endeavor  to  follow  the  thought-process  developed  by  Beethoven 
over  his  long  career.  It  is  perhaps  inevitable  that  we  submit  to  a 
single  moment  now  and  then.  But  just  as  inevitably  we  are 
pointed  toward  the  end.  It  probably  does  not  matter  whether 
Beethoven  is  possessed  or  possessing,  and  more  than  it  matters 
whether  Hamlet  is  mad  or  only  pretending  to  be.  What  shapes  the 
master  is  his  access  to  the  essence  of  art.  From  this  place  the 
distinction  between  creation  and  discovery  is  rethought  in  a 
radical  manner,  becoming  on  one  hand  synthesis,  and  on  the 
other  hand  the  dizzying  freedom  of  the  artist. 

So  we  are  thrust  back  upon  our  original  question.  What  is 
the  nature  of  a musical  thought?  As  artistic  thought,  it  represents 
an  invocation  of  the  world.  But  this  confronts  us  with  a curious 
problem.  For  we  have  long  believed  we  understood  how  visual 
and  verbal  arts  set  about  to  represent  the  world.  A picture  is 
referred  to  a visual  reality,  and  a word  to  some  corresponding 
tangible  entity.  In  fact,  it  was  scarcely  more  than  a reflex  on 
Plato’s  part  to  vilify  artists  for  distorting  truth  when  it  grew  ap- 
parent such  references  and  correspondences  are  habitually  weak. 
Nowadays  we  hold  fast  to  the  same  misconception  about  art’s 
nature  by  ascribing  to  artists  a subjective  vision  or  an  idiosyn- 
cratic emotional  structure.  By  this  interpretation,  Van  Gough’s 
sunflowers  belong  to  himself  alone.  And  no  matter  how  loudly 
we  acclaim  the  masterpiece  as  a celebration  of  romantic  in- 
dividualism, in  effect  we’ve  relegated  art  to  the  status  of  a cathar- 
tic, and  our  cheers  drown  out  the  invocation  of  world  which  the 
artist  spoke.  Furthermore,  we  subject  the  muses  to  the  indignity 
of  psychological  examinations.  We  fail  to  account  for  the  univer- 
sality of  art  and  for  the  artist’s  being  able  to  speak  to  us.  Worse 
yet,  we’ve  concealed  from  ourselves  the  manner  in  which  the  ar- 
tist speaks.  And  by  disposing  of  art  from  the  substance  of  ex- 
perience, we  create  the  necessity  of  forever  after  having  to  lie  to 
ourselves. 

But  if  words  and  pictures  are  said  to  represent  the  world,  it 
was  never  possible  to  think  of  music  in  these  terms.  If  literature 
and  painting  invoke  the  world  by  some  other  method  than 
representation,  then  perhaps  we  had  best  look  to  music  for  a clue 
to  understanding  the  capacity  of  all  arts  to  think,  and  by  thinking 
to  disclose  the  world.  Here  the  necessity  arises  to  listen  closely  to 
an  exemplary  piece  of  music,  such  as  Beethoven’s  last  piano 
sonata.  Doing  so  entails  the  task  of  rethinking  what  we  unders- 
tand by  the  world.  In  what  manner  is  the  world  present  here?  As 
“gold  beat  to  airy  thinness.” 


Reflections  on  the  Journey 
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Don’t  be  angry  because  you  have  not  made  the  whole 
journey.  For  the  journey  is  nought  but  a series  of  steps.  As  long 
as  one  foot  follows  the  other,  no  matter  how  slowly,  the  journey 
is  underway.  There  is  no  shame  in  traveling  slowly,  for  those 
who  move  too  quickly  oft  miss  the  true  pleasures  of  the  voyage. 
Travel,  then,  quickly  enough  to  be  content  with  your  own  pro- 
gress. There  is  no  call  for  anything  more,  nor  justification  for 
anything  less.  He  is  the  fool  who  strives  to  travel  at  the  other 
man’s  pace;  for  if  that  were  meant  to  be  he  would  surely  have 
been  given  the  other  man’s  feet.  Move  quickly  enough  to  see, 
when  looking  back  from  time  to  time,  that  distance  has  indeed 
been  covered.  But  do  not  move  so  swiftly  that  you  arrive  at  the 
end  of  the  road  all  out  of  breath,  unable  to  recall  the  events 
you’ve  encountered  and  those  who’ve  crossed  your  path  along 
the  way.  For  that  is  folly  most  regretted.  And  moreover,  be 
wary  not  to  move  so  quickly  that  you  arrive  at  your  journey’s 
end  alone,  for  it  is  surely  a one  way  voyage.  One  is  never 
granted  the  privilege  of  going  back  to  pick  up  those  who  have 
been  left  behind  in  haste. 

by  Peter  McCarthy 


Short  Story 

Alfred 

by  Charles  L.  Lewis 


“Must  be  close  to  noon,”  muttered  Alfred,  halfheartedly  closing 
the  flaps  of  the  box  he  was  working  on.  He  tore  his  eyes  away 
from  the  blue  dress  and  across  the  way,  peered  through  the 
scratched,  milky  plastic  crystal  of  his  large  wristwatch.  He  hut. 
ried  to  the  little  washroom  and  dashed  a few  drops  of  water  on  his 
hands  to  remove  most  of  the  foul-smelling  packing  glue.  He  stab- 
bed his  hair  with  a partly  toothless  comb  which  was  caked  with 
dirt  and  rancid  body  oils  at  the  base  of  each  tooth. 


“Alfred,  hurry  up.  The  expressman’s  here  already.  And  you  call 
yourself  a shipping  clerk?  Well!” 

“Right  away,  Mr.  Colbert,  right  away,”  whispered  Albert  in  a 
trembly  voice.  Alfred,  already  looking  like  a skinny  bloodhound, 
dropped  his  eyes  and  ears  even  lower. 

“Well?  Well?,”  rumbled  Mr.  Colbert  petulantly.  “Oh,  never 
mind.” 

Alfred  turned  back  to  his  worktable.  He  brushed  a few  vVisps  of 
strawberry-colored  hair  from  his  watery,  blue  eyes  and  continued 
packing.  He  raised  his  eyes  to  the  multitude  of  windows  facing  his 
window.  His  eyes  eagerly  picked  out  the  one  important  window. 

“There  she  is,”  breathed  Alfred.  He  wrinkled  his  nose  so  that  the 
thick  lenses  of  his  glasses  came  into  better  focus.  His  usually 
sallow  skin  took  on  a faint  tinge  of  color;  his  slightly  bent,  thin 
frame  straightened  somewhat.  All  summer  long,  Alfred  had 
watched  this  window  from  over  seventy-five  feet  of  air-well,  and 
from  a few  meager  details,  he  had  conjured  up  the  most  beautiful 
woman  he  could  imagine.  He  was  never  sure  that  she  noticed  him 
among  the  sea  of  windows  in  the  air-well.  Nevertheless,  each  day 
he  noted  the  color  of  the  dress  she  was  wearing  and  he  looked  for 
her  in  the  elevators,  the  bustling  lobby,  the  shops  in  the  arcade, 
and  in  the  eating  spots  in  the  vicinity. 

Mr.  Colbert’s  voice,  roaring  now,  and  dangerously  edged  with 
exasperation,  yanked  the  dreaming  Alfred  back  across  the  air- 
well  with  jet-plane  speed.  The  shipping  clerk  grabbed  the  stack  of 
express  packages,  waybills  and  scurried  down  the  merchandise- 
filled  aisle  to  where  the  expressman  waited  in  toe-tapping  frustra- 
tion. 

“Whew!”,  sighed  Alfred,  back  at  his  packing  table,  “now  that 
that’s  over,  I can  pack  in  peace  and  look  for  — ah  — there  she  is 
now.”  He  noticed  how  she  sat  at  her  typewriter,  so  erect  and  cor- 
rect. How  she  gracefully  reached,  from  time  to  time,  for  the 
telephone;  and  how  she  seemed  to  smile  when  she  talked  to  the 
unseen  person  on  the  other  end. 

The  girl  of  Alfred’s  dreams  today  wore  a skyblue  dress  with  a 
white  collar.  Her  blond  hair  seemed  to  be  piled  on  the  top  of  her 
head. 

Alfred  could  often  be  found  at  second-rate  movie  houses  during 
his  off  hours.  If  a particularly  alluring  movie  queen  was  featured, 
he  might  see  the  picutre  over  and  over  again  and  maybe  a third 
time.  He,  short  of  frame  with  sparse  hair  and  stooped  posture, 
worshipped  the  movie  queens  of  Hollywood.  Alfred,  in  common 
with  hundreds  of  others  of  his  kind  — ugly  of  facial  features, 
clumsy  in  the  social  amenities,  and  innocent  of  self-assurance, 
dared  to  lovd-those  whom  he  thought  to  be  abovehim.  Arid  so  it 


He  usually  ate  at  the  Hamburger  Haven,  a burger  and  a malt  for 
a $ 1 .50.  No,  he  wouldn’t  go  there  today.  He  would  go  into  the  ar- 
cade of  the  building  and  eat  at  the  Tex-Mex  Chile  Store  lunch 
counter.  He  entered  the  brightly  lighted  arcade,  turned  in  the 
door  of  the  fast-food  store  and  wormed  his  way  to  a stool  at  the 
crowded  counter. 

“Hamburger  with  everything  ’n  a malt,  pelase,”  he  said 
automatically.  Sitting  there,  Alfred’s  mind  was  a complete  blank. 
What  finally  got  his  attention  was  the  loud  popping  and  cracking 
of  chewing  gum  by  someone  sitting  next  to  him.  He  glanced,  an- 
noyed, into  the  mirrored  wall  back  of  the  lunch  counter,  and 
promptly  froze.  The  moisture  crept  onto  his  palms,  his  throat 
dried  up,  and  he  didn’t  quite  know  what  to  do  with  his  hands. 
There  beside  him  sat  his  vision  in  blue! 

“Would  ya  mind  passi’  the  menya,  bud?”  wheezed  a nasal  voice. 
He  reached  for  the  menu,  then  stopped,  immobile.  No!  No!  Thai 
voice  couldn’t  be  coming  from  her!  A bony  knee  slammed  against 
his  leg.  “Poddin’  me,  but  if  it  ain’t  no  trouble,  could  ya  pass  the 
menya?” 

Alfred,  repulsed  and  galvanized  by  her  touch,  continued  the 
movement  and  handed  her  the  menu.  His  hand  shook.  He  noticed 
the  blond  hair  which  was  dark  brown  at  the  roots.  He  noticed  the 
greasy,  penciled  eyebrows  arching  highly  over  the  stubble  of  the 
originals.  With  a start  he  noticed  the  powder-caked  pores,  the 
cute  red  lips  painted  on  the  much  larger  lips,  and  the  dark 
eyelashes  which  were  stuck  together  with  black  beads  of  mascara. 
He  tried  not  to  see  the  powder-and-dirt-soiled  collar  of  the  bint 
dress.  The  blue  dress!  The  knit  blue  dress;  some  of  the  yarn  had 
been  snagged  and  the  ends  were  beginning  to  disappear  into  the 
ever-widening  holes. 

“Gawd,  ain’t  it  hot  for  September?”  whined  the  girl.  She  hah 
turned  on  her  stool  to  adjust  the  baggy  dress  and  Alfred  was 
assailed  with  the  odor  of  cheap  perfume  and  old  perspiration. 

Heartsick,  Alfred  gripped  the  counter  to  steady  his  whirling  head- 
His  fingers  and  nails,  now  drained  of  blood,  turned  white  in  the* 
effort  to  keep  him  on  an  even  keel  while  his  ideals  and  dream 
crashed  all  around  him. 

The  girl  in  blue,  attracted  by  his  slight  reeling  and  the  sudd® 
alarming  lack  of  color  in  his  now  sagging  face,  watched  with  m 
terest  as  the  counter  girl  placed  a sandwich  and  malt  before  h|in' 
His  jaw  muscles  were  visibly  working.  He  made  an  effort  to  s 
something.  Only  a strangled  gurgle  was  heard.  “Pardon?”  asl'  , 
the  counter  girl  as  she  was  making  out  his  check.  Alfred  W 
again.  “Sorry.  Can’t  eat  it,”  he  rasped.  He  slapped  sorne  tnont 
on  the  counter  and  staggered  from  the  store. 

As  he  stumbled  into  the  busy,  bright  arcade,  a shrill,  w*linJ| 
.ridden  vqice.  chased  .after  him.  “Gosh,  what  a jerk;  a ' 


Color  Of  Life 


by  Julie  E.  Gilbert 


The  alarm  drifted  in  and  out  of  her  dream.  She  was  alone 
in  a corridor.  A terrifying  sensation  swept  through  her.  There 
was  no  escape.  She  was  running  up  and  down  the  stretch  of  the 
corridor  as  the  ringing  pounded  in  her  ears. 

She  opened  her  eyes.  All  of  her  senses  brought  her  back  to 
the  room  that  had  felt  so  comfortable  to  her.  She  reached  over 
to  turn  off  the  alarm  that  seemed  so  piercing  this  morning  The 
fear  of  the  dream  seemed  to  dissipate.  She  lay  her  head  back 
down  on  the  pillow. 

Another  day  had  slipped  by  and  still  she  felt  she  had  no 
solution  to  her  problem.  Glancing  out  the  window,  she  saw  a 
blue  jay.  She  had  always  admired  the  bird  until  her  grandfather 
told  her  that  they  were  a mean  flock. 

"Attack  the  eyes,  they  do,  my  dear  Nancy,  and  bring 
darkness  to  those  that  love  ’em,”  he  had  said  in  his  lilting  Irish 
manner. 

She  had  wondered  how  anything  so  beautiful  could  be  so 
deceiving.  Now  she  knew  the  answer.  Her  grandfather  could  not 
have  explained  it  to  her  any  better  than  her  new  found 
knowledge  of  such  a specie. 

Nancy  slowly  moved  the  covers  off  her  body.  It  seemed  to 
be  an  effort  to  get  out  of  bed  this  morning.  Already  it  occurred 
to  her  that  she  had  felt  this  way  every  morning  for  the  past  few 
months.  Assuming  an  upright  position  in  the  bed,  her  feet 
searched  for  the  feel  of  her  slippers.  In  a continuous  motion,  she 
donned  her  slippers  and  stood  up.  She  walked  over  to  the  win- 
dow that  had  earlier  entertained  her  thoughts.  The  blue  jay  had 
long  since  left,  leaving  her  to  stare  at  the  barren  trees  that  stood 
outside  her  window.  The  sky  was  an  unfitting  bright  blue  that 
added  a glimmer  to  the  freshly  fallen  snow. 

This  quiet  scene,  undaunted  by  the  blue  jay,  gently  swept 
through  her  for  a brief  moment.  A tear  rolled  down  her  cheek 
and  plummeted  on  her  pajamas.  Whatever  it  may  have  been  that 
forced  the  tear  to  roll  down  her  cheek  was  not  going  to  be  ex- 
amined. She  had  no  intention  of  pursuing  such  trivia. 

Nancy  turned  away  from  the  window  and  walked  towards 
the  bathroom.  Many  times  before  she  had  walked  toward  the 
bathroom  without  being  disturbed  by  any  obstacles.  Today  she 
noticed  the  picture  of  her  brother  and  his  wife.  They  were  stand- 
ing in  front  of  their  house  in  Virginia,  both  of  them  smiling, 
proud  of  each  other  and  their  home.  Nancy’s  sister-in-law  was 
pregnant  then,  now  they  have  a little  girl. 

The  sense  of  loss  permeated  her  being.  The  pain  of  envy 
seemed  unbearable  as  she  surged  for  the  bathroom.  Even  the 
mirror  had  no  intention  of  lying  to  her  today.  The  tears  were 
rolling  freely  as  if  they  would  not  stop.  Grabbing  a tissue  from 
behind  the  toilet,  she  wiped  her  cheeks.  She  looked  hard  into  the 
mirror  and  saw  how  vulnerable  she  seemed. 

Stemming  from  the  part  of  her  long  brown  hair  were 
Premature  gray  hairs.  Her  long  dark  lashes  held  onto  small  tears 
•hat  had  not  yet  touched  her  fair  skin.  Swollen  and  red  were  her 
blue  eyes  that  had  once  looked  so  youthful.  Pretending  to  smile 
Joyfully,  the  warmth  was  exchanged  for  a jaded  appearance. 
Her  once  trim  figure  seemed  to  have  thickened  over  the  past  few 
months. 


How  could  I have  done  this  to  myself?”  she  screamed. 
Feeling  some  composure  at  this  strange  outburst,  she  pulled 
°ut  the  toothbrush  that  fit  neatly  in  its  holder.  As  she  was 
Preparing  to  push  the  fluid  on  her  brush,  the  haunting  memories 
name  back  to  her. 

“I  want  a divorce,  Jeffrey.” 

“Nancy,  I swear  I won’t  see  him  again.” 

How  many  times  do  I have  to  listen  to  this,  Jeff?  If  it  isn’t 
ari°,  it  will  be  somebody  else  down  the  line.  Who  knows, 
maybe  a month,  maybe  two,  who  knows?” 

I can’t  take  it  anymore.  It  hurts  everytime  I find  out 
a out  it.  You  weren’t  meant  to  be  married,  and  certainly  not  to 
me.  1 want  a divorce,  the  sooner  the  better.” 

“Nancy,  try  to  understand.  It’s  not  that  I don’t  love  you,  I 

really  do.” 


'If  you  really  loved  me,  Jeff,  you  never  would  have  mar- 
J'ed  me.  Don’t  you  know  how  much  I love  you?  I’m  torn  all  the 
^mie;  let  you  go,  keep  you.  Jeff,  I want  to  have  a family.  I want 
have  a home  for  my  children.  I can’t  have  a home  if  you’re 


runn 


earth 


ing  around  with  some  other  guy  all  the  time.  How  on  God’s 


would  I explain  it  to  them?” 


Nancy,  you  don’t  have 'jo  worry,  we  don’t  have  any 
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in  the  shower  S°ap  ,hat  fe"  on  her  f°°‘ 

“Damn,  that  hurt.” 

Until  today  it  had  never  occurred  to  her  the  ritual  she 

™s  sefm  d y H he  hadn''  getting  into  the  shower 

his  seemed  a bit  unnerving,  since  she  had  wanted  to  forget 
Jeff,  at  least  for  the  moment.  s 

How  could  she  forget  him,  though?  His  childish  grin  and 
innocent  eyes  seemed  to  be  playing  with  her  mind  today  She 
remembered  her  wedding  and  the  comments  of  how  handsome 
Jeff  was.  His  strong  build  was  accentuated  by  his  beige  tuxedo 
She  was  proud  of  him  then. 

Today  it  would  be  over.  She  would  never  wonder  where  he 
was  and  who  he  was  with. 

She  got  out  of  the  shower  and  patted  the  drips  of  water  that 
tried  to  escape  her  towel. 


The  phone  began  to  ring.  She  was  stunned  for  a moment 
and  stood  there  motionless.  It  rang  three  more  times  before  she 
moved  from  the  bathroom,  throwing  her  robe  over  her  damp 
shoulders.  It  stopped  before  she  reached  the  kitchen  She  re- 
traced her  steps  to  the  bathroom.  When  she  reached  the 
bathroom  door  the  ringing  began  again.  She  turned  and  pro- 
ceeded towards  the  kitchen  once  more.  Slowly  she  picked  up  the 
receiver. 


“Hello,”  she  managed  to  say. 

“Hi  Nancy,  it’s  Jeff.” 

“I  had  a feeling  it  was  you.” 

“Are  you  okay  today?” 

Do  you  really  care,  Jeff?  You’re  getting  what  you  want.” 

“What  do  you  want,  Nancy?” 

She  had  started  fidgeting  with  the  cord  that  was  attached  to 
the  receiver.  She  felt  the  tears  swell  beneath  the  lower  lid  of  her 
eye. 

You  re  not  having  doubts  about  going  through  with  it 
Nancy?” 

“It  was  my  idea,  remember?" 

If  it  s any  consolation,  I think  you  were  right.” 

“How  can  you  say  that?  You  didn’t  want  the  divorce.” 

Nancy,  I still  love  you  and  I know  it  could  never  work  the 
way  you  would  like  it  to.” 

“Don’t  give  me  this  martyr  routine,  Jeff.” 

"I’m  not,  Nancy.  Believe  me,  I want  you  to  be  happy.  I 
was  afraid  to  face  my  being  a homosexual.  You  forced  me  to 
look  at  myself.” 

She  began  sobbing  uncontrollably. 

“Nancy?” 

“I’m  here,”  she  said  stiffly. 

“Thank  you  for  being  strong  enough  to  make  the  deci- 
sion.” 

She  felt  some  sort  of  anxious  relief  exit  her  body.  Her  com- 
posure was  coming  back  to  her.  She  drew  in  a deep  breath  to 
clear  the  fullness  she  felt  within  her  sinuses.  Her  hand  gently 
erased  the  tears  that  had  streamed  down  her  face. 

“Are  you  there?” 

“I’m  here,  Jeff.” 

“Nancy,  before  you  know  it  you’ll  be  married  with  ten 
kids.  A husband  that  will  be  there  for  you.” 

“I  can  handle  the  husband,  but  I don’t  know  about  ten 
kids,”  she  forced  a smile  at  the  absurdity  of  such  a statement. 

The  seriousness  of  their  conversation  came  back  to  her. 

“Jeff,  why  didn’t  you  tell  me  before  we  were  married?” 

“I  didn’t  know  what  I wanted  then.  Everyone  I knew  got 
married,  it  was  the  thing  to  do.  Would  it  have  changed  anything 
anyway?” 

“Probably  not.  I would  have  thought  1 could  change  you.” 

The  conversation  stopped  for  a moment;  both  of  them  were 
in  a trance  wondering  if  somewhere  along  the  way  things  would 
have  been  different. 

“I’ll  always  love  you,  Jeff,  even  if  you  are,”  she  paused  for 
a moment  carefully  forming  her  words,  “a  homosexual.” 

“You  can  say  gay,  Nancy,  it  doesn’t  bother  me.” 

“Gay,  then.”  It  seemed  strange  for  her  to  say  it. 

“Can  we  ride  to  the  courthouse  together?  Maybe  we  could 
go  out  to  lunch  after  it’s  all  over?” 

“No,  Jeff,  I don’t  think  so.” 

“Okay,  maybe  later  then.” 

“Jeff,  I have  to  get  going.  I’m  still  not  dressed.” 

“See  you  later,  Nance.” 

“Okay,  bye-bye.” 

She  hung  up  the  phone  and  walked  through  the  hallway  to 
her  bedroom.  All  she  seemed  to  feel  was  an  immense  sadness. 

The  loneliness  engulfed  her  entire  being.  She  missed  him.  She 
missed  the  warmth  and  the  love  he  had  freely  given  to  her. 

Nancy  walked  over  to  the  bed  and  sank  into  the  depths  of 
its  comfort.  When  she  opened  her  eyes  a few  moments  later,  she 
vyas,  s(arjrg  jnt,Q  the;erevice  oj.her  pillow..  She  rolled,  on  her  side  m 
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It  was  the  blue  jay  that  she  had  loved  as  a child.  It  was  Jeff 
she  had  loved  as  an  adult.  Still,  as  she  watched  the  blue  jay 
romp  about  on  the  branches  outside  her  window,  the 
remarkable  beauty  that  it  displayed  could  not  be  forgotten,  not 
even  by  her  grandfather’s  words.  For  the  first  time  in  what 
seemed  to  be  an  eternity,  she  saw  the  beauty  that  marked  this 
bird.  Its  brilliant  blue  that  brought  color  to  her  life. 

She  jumped  up  almost  instantaneously  with  her  last  thought 
and  dashed  into  the  kitchen.  Her  fingers  fumbled  nervously  with 
the  buttons  on  her  phone. 

“Jeff,  I really  do  want  to  go  to  lunch  with  you.” 

Cousins 

by  Carolyn  Belletete 

Randy  sat  solemnly  at  the  edge  of  the  cow  pond,  his  piercing 
blue  eyes  staring  aimlessly  into  the  glasslike  water.  The  deep  fur- 
rows of  thought  burrowed  heavily  into  his  forehead.  As  he  blink- 
ed away,  his  glance  and  mind  were  carried  to  the  farm.  It  was  ap- 
parent that  little  had  changed  since  he  had  left  to  go  to  college  six 
years  ago  in  1962.  Cows  still  chewed  placidly  on  the  sparsely 
growing  blades  of  grass.  A few  ducks  wandered  about  the  edge  of 
the  pond  quacking  incessantly  and  nipping  at  a fly  or  beetle  which 
carelessly  landed  within  the  reach  of  their  beak.  This  was  where 
Randy  had  grown  up,  his  years  of  childhood  bliss  and  learning 
were  all  around  him. 

The  letter  from  his  Aunt  Mira,  which  he  had  been  reading 
was  laid  carefully  in  his  lap,  the  tender  bits  of  reminiscing  about 
the  summers  her  son  Jeffrey  had  spent  on  the  farm  popping  out 
at  him.  It  was  impossible  for  Randy  to  keep  his  thoughts  from  go- 
ing back  to  one  summer,  which  would  forever  remain  a part  of 
the  memory  of  Jeffrey’s  visits. 

It  was  the  summer  before  Randy  would  begin  high  school. 
Most  of  the  boys  in  his  class  were  working  on  the  farms,  which 
their  families  owned  or  rented.  Once  in  a while,  a few  of  the  boys 
would  get  done  with  their  chores  early  or  else  the  weather  was  too 
miserable  to  work  the  land,  and  then  they  would  come  by  and  just 
mess  around  for  a while.  Generally,  Randy  spent  most  of  the  time 
by  himself.  His  family  lived  on  a small  farm  in  isolated  country. 

The  best  part  of  that  summer  for  Randy  was  when  his  cousin 
Jeffrey  came  to  visit.  Jeffrey  was  a city  boy  from  Chicago,  which 
fascinated  him.  There  was  a wealth  of  questions  Randy  wanted  to 
ask  Jeffrey  about  the  city,  hoping  that  someday  Jeffrey  would 
have  him  come  to  visit  and  experience  the  sights  and  sounds  of  ci- 
ty life  for  himself.  When  Jeffrey  finally  arrived,  the  boys  were 
immediately  friends  as  well  as  relatives.  Jeffrey  was  only  a year 
older  than  Randy,  and  even  though  he  was  from  Chicago,  he  cer- 
tainly wasn’t  a snob  or  pansy  as  Randy  had  imagined  he  might 
be.  The  rapport  between  them  was  genuine  and  Randy  wanted  to 
show  Jeffrey  all  about  the  country  life  which  surprisingly  in- 
terested him.  Day  after  day,  the  boys  spent  getting  better  ac- 
quainted and  exploring  everything  about  the  area. 

Although  the  entire  summer  was  especially  memorable,  since 
the  bond  of  friendship  was  tightly  woven  between  the  boys,  it  was 
the  day  before  Jeffrey  was  to  go  back  to  the  city  that  was  now  the 
focus  of  Randy’s  thoughts.  The  day  was  already  hot  and  humid, 
but  they  wanted  to  kick  around  the  farm  one  last  time.  After  an 
enormous  breakfast  of  pancakes  and  sausages,  Jeffrey  suggested 
that  they  take  the  rifles  out  and  do  some  target  practicing.  Randy 
swelled  with  pride  since  he  had  patiently  taught  Jeffrey  to  be  a 
better  than  average  marksman  and  to  always  remember  that  a 
gun  should  be  respected  and  not  used  as  a toy.  Learning  to  shoot 
and  perfecting  his  skill  was  actually  going  to  be  tested  when  Jef- 
frey came  back  during  the  fall  to  go  hunting  with  Randy  and  his 
father. 

Shooting  was  fun  but  the  burning  sun  grew  hotter  and  hotter 
the  higher  it  rose  in  the  sky.  There  was  little  relief  from  the  heat. 
No  hint  of  breeze  moved  even  the  lightest  leaf.  The  cow  pond  was 
only  a mile  from  the  house  and  Randy  and  his  friends  had  often 
gone  swimming  there.  Going  back  to  the  house  for  suits  would  be 
a waste  of  time  as  far  as  Randy  was  concerned.  More  than  once 
he  had  gone  skinny  dipping;  although,  if  his  mother  had  found 
out,  she  would  have  really  given  him  the  devil  for  such  indecency. 

“Jeff,  how  ’bout  we  take  a quick  dip  to  cool  off?” 

“That’  would  be  a great  idea.  But  where’s  the  pool?  Your 
mother  doesn’t  have  time  to  take  us  into  town,  does  she?” 

"Aw  no.  We’d  just  go  down  to  the  cow  pond  for  some  skin- 
ny dipping.” 

The  skeptical  look  on  Jeffrey’s  face  told  Randy  that  a little 
more  encouragement  might  be  needed  to  get  his  cousin's  en- 
thusiasm geared  up  for  this. 

“The  guys  from  school  and  I go  lots  of  times  when  we  get 
some  free  time.  It’s  really  great  to  see  the  ducks  fly  when  we 
splash  water  at  ’em.  Only  thing  is  you  have  to  be  careful  not  to 
rile  them  too  much  or  they’ll  come  chasing  after  you.  My  buddy 
Mike  got  a terrific  black  and  blue  mark  the  size  of  a baseball 


After  only  the  slightest  pause,  Randy  saw  Jeffrey’s  face  light 
up.  “I  guess  it  would  be  a great  way  to  cool  off.  Okay,  let’s  go!" 
Jeffrey  exclaimed. 

The  boys  sped  off  toward  the  pond  and  began  taking  off 
their  shirts  in  the  process.  By  the  time  they  reached  the  edge,  both 
of  them  were  nearly  naked.  The  pond  looked  more  than  inviting; 
it  was  heaven  to  the  boys.  The  water  itself  was  no  more  than 
about  fifty  feet  across  and  from  experience  Randy  knew  that  at 
the  deepest  it  was  only  eight  feet.  The  worst  part  of  swimming  in 
the  cow  pond  was  getting  to  the  water.  For  about  three  feet,  all 
around  the  edge,  it  was  ankle  deep  mud  mixed  here  and  there  with 
manure.  Once  past  the  edge  they  would  revel  in  the  cool 
refreshing  water. 

Randy  went  flying  by  Jeffrey  barely  stepping  on  the  edge  and 
threw  himself  into  the  water.  Coming  up  spewing  water  recklessly 
in  the  direction  of  the  ducks  dozing  in  the  shade,  he  motioned  for 
Jeffrey  to  jump  in. 

“Brother,  is  this  great.  I knew  I was  hot,  but  this  sure  does 
beat  standing  out  in  the  sun.  Hurry  up  and  get  in  Jeff.” 

Jeffrey  had  carefully  folded  his  clothes  beside  the  heap  that 
earlier  had  clothed  Randy’s  body.  His  hesitation  was  only 
minimal  and  he  prodded  through  the  mire  toward  the  water. 
Slowly  the  water  rose  up  as  he  pulled  his  foot  out  of  the  mud, 
carefully  replacing  it  again  and  stepped  deeper  into  the  water. 

In  only  a matter  of  seconds,  the  water  closed  over  Jeffrey’s 
head  and  Randy  wildly  dove  under  the  water  and  came  up  to  join 
Jeffrey.  Jeffrey’s  head  was  bobbing  in  and  out  of  the  water.  En- 
joying relief  from  the  sweltering  heat,  Randy  splashed,  dove,  and 
hollered  with  glee,  oblivious  to  Jeffrey  only  a few  feet  away.  Ran- 
dy swung  himself  around  in  the  water  and  looked  around  for  his 
cousin.  Nearby  bubbles  were  gently  breaking  the  surface  and 
Randy  assumed  that  Jeffrey  must  be  submerged,  and  was  pro- 
bably going  to  swim  under  water  and  pull  him  under  while  he 
wasn’t  watching.  Randy  dunked  his  head  under  the  water  to  turn 
the  tables  on  his  cousin.  When  Randy  came  up  this  time  Jeffrey 
still  was  no  where  in  sight. 

He  must  be  around  Randy  thought  to  himself.  “Hey  Jeff 
come  on  up!  Jeff!  Where  are  you  Jeff?” 

Slowly  an  agonizing  fear  began  to  grip  Randy.  A fear  which 
quickly  grew  until  he  was  nauseated  with  the  tightness  in  his 
stomach.  Frantically  thoughts  whizzed  through  his  mind  aboul 
what  he  should  do.  Without  thinking,  Randy  found  himself  div- 
ing into  the  murky  water  groping  for  his  cousin.  If  only  he  could 
see  in  the  water.  If  only  he  could  hold  his  breath  longer.  He  had 
to  come  up  for  air  and  return  under  the  water  several  times  before 
he  finally  felt  his  cousin’s  body  not  far  from  the  edge  of  the 
water,  with  his  legs  practically  buried  in  the  mud. 

Clawing  at  the  sucking  mud  and  pulling  desperately  at  his 
cousin,  Randy  realized  he  must  bring  Jeffrey  to  the  surface  quick- 
ly. He  had  been  under  the  water  too  long  already. 

The  life-saving  courses  had  been  fine  when  the  drowning  pet' 
son  was  conscious  and  at  least  was  able  to  kick  their  feet  to  help 
But  with  the  dead  weight  of  Jeffrey  pulling  against  Randy  it  'va* 
seemingly  hopeless  for  the  lighter  boy  to  bring  his  cousin  out  o 
the  water.  Sturggling  beyond  his  limits,  straining  every  muscle 
until  they  felt  as  though  they  would  literally  tear  from  his  body,  I 
Randy  finally  managed  to  pull  Jeffrey  to  the  bank. 

Jeffrey’s  torso  was  lying  lifeless  on  the  bank.  The  eerie  blue 
of  a drowning  person  glowed  through  the  caking  of  mud,  whic 
was  already  beginning  to  crust  under  the  scorching  sun.  Rul'd) 
was  mezmerized  by  the  frightful  sight.  His  cousin’s  mouth  hung 
open,  muck  oozing  out  and  his  tongue  lolling  placidly  half  in  an 
half  out.  The  eyes  entranced  Randy.  Only  the  whites  were  visib  e- 

Panic  had  squelched  the  fear  in  Randy.  His  first  reaction 
to  run.  Run  faster  and  harder  than  he  had  ever  run  before.  Ru 
for  help,  run  to  hide,  run,  run,  run.  But  his  cousin  was  lying 
dead  or  dying  at  his  feet.  The  urgency  of  Jeffrey’s  horrifying 
embraced  Randy  totally  as  he  moved  Jeffrey’s  arms  so  the 
head  was  between  his  hands  and  made  sure  that  his  mouth 
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Randy  searched  his  mind  quickly  for  whatever  remnants  of 
the  life-saving  techniques  he  had  learned  years  earlier  while  in  the 
Scouts.  Back  pressure,  arm  lift,  back  pressure,  arm  lift.  Over  and 
over  Randy  repeated  the  words  as  he  fiercely  worked  on  his 

cousin’s  still  body. 

“Oh  God,  please  save  him!” 

Randy  had  pulled  Jeffrey  from  the  water  by  his  feet  and  his 
head  was  still  facing  down  the  bank  partially  in  the  quagmire  sur- 
rounding the  pond.  Slowly  Jeffrey’s  body  slipped  closer  and 
closer  to  the  water  with  each  push  Randy  made  on  his  back 
Realizing  the  possibility  of  his  cousin  slipping  back  into  the 
water,  Randy  scrambled  back  to  pull  him  further  up  the  bank 
Back  pressure,  arm  lift,  over  and  over  again. 

“Jesus,  he  has  to  come  to!  Mom’s  going  to  really  be  pissed. 
Jesus,  God  help  me!  What  more  can  I do?”  The  words  tumbled 
one  on  top  of  another  from  Randy. 

Time  seemed  to  drag  on  forever  to  Randy.  His  arms  ached 
agonizingly.  His  lungs  were  on  fire  from  gasping  for  air,  hoping 
that  gulps  of  air  would  strengthen  his  physical  being. 

"Oh  God!  Oh  God  Damn!  Please  save  him  God.”  Prayer 
and  profanity  mingled  incongruously  with  one  another. 

Exhuastion  had  nearly  overwhelmed  Randy.  He  was  barely 
able  to  lift  his  own  arms  to  apply  even  one  more  stroke  of  ar- 
tificial respiration  when  bubbles  began  popping  on  Jeffrey’s 
mud-caked  lips.  Slowly  responses  began  to  come  from  Jeffrey’s 
body.  A bizzare  combination  of  quivering  and  belching  shook 
Jeffrey’s  body.  Barbaric  gutteral  sounds  emitted  from  the  col- 
orless gaping  mouth.  Randy  was  delighted,  amazed,  and  appalled 
at  the  mannerless  utterances  attempting  to  form  words  on  his 
cousin’s  lips. 

The  quivering  movement  caused  Jeffrey  to  once  again  edge 
toward  the  water.  Randy  quickly  grabbed  for  Jeffrey’s  ankles 
and  pulled  him  up  the  bank.  Further  this  time  from  the  danger  of 
the  water. 

Finally,  Jeffrey  opened  his  eyes  and  sputtered  water  and 
mud  from  his  mouth.  Coughing,  sneezing,  and  belching  to  clear 
the  clogged  passages  essential  to  his  life.  Jeffrey  only  gazed  up  at 
the  sky,  staring  blankly  as  if  hypnotized  by  the  closeness  of  death. 

"Randy?  Randy?”  he  mewed  softly  as  if  the  words 
themselves  were  an  excruciating  effort. 

“I'm  right  here  Jeff.  Hang  on  guy,  you’re  going  to  be  okay. 
I’ve  got  to  get  help.”  Randy  squeeled  both  in  delight  and  panic. 
"I’m  so  tired  Randy.  1 want  to  sleep.  Let  me  sleep,  okay?” 
Randy’s  concept,  that  at  this  point  sleep  and  death  were 
iynonymous,  drove  him  as  if  he  were  obcessed.  “Hey,  Jeff,  you 
can’t  sleep.  Don’t  shut  your  eyes  Jeff.  Jeff!” 

With  every  word,  Randy  vigorously  shook  Jeffrey,  hoping  to 
*ake  the  sleep  from  him  and  the  life  back  into  him. 

"Just  let  me  sleep.  Sleep.”  The  words  trailed  off  as  Jeffrey 
began  to  doze. 

The  only  way  Randy  could  think  to  keep  Jeffrey  from  sleep- 
ing was  to  keep  him  talking.  But  how  could  he  keep  him  talking 
®d  go  for  help  at  the  same  time? 

"Jeff,  you’ve  got  to  stay  awake.  Jeff,  keep  talking  about 

something.” 

“Why?  Leave  me  alone.  Let  me  sleep.” 

"Talking  will  keep  you  awake.  1 got  it,  do  you  know  the 
reamble  to  the  Constitution?”  Randy  quizzed. 

“Sure,  sure,  but  I want  to  sleep.” 

"Jeff  you  start  reciting  the  Preamble,  and  1 want  to  hear  you 
eep  on  reciting.  Got  that  Jeff?  Keep  reciting  over  and  over  until 
le Peonies.  Jeff?  Get  with  it  Jeff.  Start  reciting  now.” 

Randy  shook  Jeffrey  violently  to  revive  him  from  his  stupor. 
e hey  slowly  began  the  recitation. 

We  the  People  of  the  United  States,  in  Order  to  form  a 
l0re  perfect  Union,  establish  Justice  . . .” 

, No  sooner  had  Jeffrey  gotten  past  the  first  few  words  than 
andy  was  streaking  toward  the  house.  His  lanky,  bare  legs  not 
au'ing  or  breaking  stride  once.  As  if  he  were  a quarter  horse,  he 
ion  ®adoPed  toward  the  house,  toward  help,  toward  protec- 

The  volunteer  firemen  were  summoned  and  were  met  by 
an(Vs  mother  and  older  brother  at  the  cow  pond.  They  had 
ltd  Jeffrey  lying  at  the  edge  of  the  pond,  his  body  mummified 
j a casement  of  mud  hardened  and  cracking  under  the  sun’s 
Jeffrey  was  still  reciting  the  Preamble  just  as  Randy  had  in- 
sted  he  do. 

all  away  from  the  crucial  events  of  the  past  hour,  Randy 
, ISIened  to  the  screaming  sirens  in  the  distance.  He  was  total- 
uvious  to  the  magnitude  of  what  he  had  done  and  unaware 
>«  K ^orthcoming  praise  to  be  given  him  for  heroism  which  had 
“een  something  he  had  to  do. 


How  long  ago  that  all  seemed  now.  Randy  sighed  with  relief 
of  the  memory  s end  and  with  the  sadness  of  the  present  time  He 

ThefasTh  l°  PiCk  UP  ‘he  let,er’  re-readi"«  for  word 

,“’a  lf  ,he  ,was  overcome  by  some  unknown  power,  he  wildly 

we're  at.  /hm  °7  7 ^ Un,U  ~ "peices  of  won£ 

re™lned’  te  ln8  him  of  Jeffrey’s  death  in  Viet 
7,  W'  a fu',‘e  feroc»y-  he  flung  the  scraps  onto  the  cow 
pond  and  watched  them  float  aimlessly,  a duck  occasionally 
pecking  at  a scrap  here  and  there.  It  was  a hot  humid  day  as  Ran 
dy  ga  loped  quickly  back  to  the  house,  never  breaking  stride 
never  looking  back,  never  wiping  the  tears  from  his  cheeks. 
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Sitting  on  a rock  in  the  middle  of  the  sea,  trying  to  focus  on  what 
it  is  I see. 

“Is  it  an  illusion?”  “My  frame  of  mind?”  “Or  is  it  I’m  just  lost 
in  time?” 

You  try  to  find,  you  test  it  out,  even  if  there’s  the  slightest  doubt. 
So  off  you  go,  you’re  on  your  way,  and  nothing  in  the  world 
could  have  made  you  stay.  You’re  on  your  own,  you  must  learn 
how,  there’s  no  way  you  can  back  out  now.  So,  through  your 
journey  you  try  to  find  a piece  of  mind,  and  a shorter  way  to  rake 
next  time. 

“Tt  ngled  in  confusion?”  “No  it’s  not  an  illusion!” 

“A  I ame  of  mind?”  “Ha,  you’re  wasting  your  time.” 

“Because  in  the  future  you  will  find,  there  is  no  shorter  way 
through  time!” 

As  you  stumble  blindly  back  to  your  rock,  you  start  to  feel  the 
pinch  from  the  shot.  When  you  think  you’ve  found  what  you 
were  looking  for,  it  seems  someone  ends  up  closing  the  door. 

Now  you’re  on  the  shore,  looking  back,  trying  to  forget  about  the 
attack.  You’ll  forget  with  a cry,  and  a blink  of  an  eye,  as  time  is 
quickly  passing  you  by.  When  you  realize  what  has  been  done, 
you’ll  try  to  seek  shelter,  and,  run  . . . run  . . . run  . . . 
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